i ris i rageay 

A figne of dignity, a garifh flag, 

Tobc thcaime ofeuery dangerous fhöt, 

A Queene inieft, onely tohil the (ceane: 

Where is thy husbandnow,where be thybrothers? 
Where be thy dhildren, wherein doftthouioy ? 

Who fues to thee, and cries, God faue the Queene ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that fiattered thee ? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee. ? 
Declinc all this 3 and lèe what novv thou art, 

For happy vvife, a m’oft dillrelfed widdow ; 

For ioyfull mpcher, one that wailes the name j 
For Queene 3 aVery caufe, crownd with care; 

For one being fubd too.one that humbly fues i 
For onecommanding all 3 obeyed of none: 

For one that Icornd at me 3 novvfcornd of me* 

Thus haththecourfeof iuftice vvhel'd about. 

And leftmebuta.very prey to time, 

Hauing no more butthought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more being what thou art,, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doft thou not 
V'urpe theiuft proporuonof my foirovv ? 

Now thy proud necke 3 beares halfe my burdened yoak?; 
From vyhich.cuen here, I flip my wearied qecke, 
Andleaue the burthenofit all on thee: 

. Farewell ïorkes wife,and Queene of fad miiehance, 
Thefe Englifh vvoes will make me fmile in France , 

SI",. Othouwell skildincudës, ftayawhile. 

And teach me how to cprfe mine enemies. 

Forbeare to fleepe the night 3 and fa ft the day, 
Compare -deaths happinetle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes w<*re fairer thenthey were, 

And he that flevv them fowler then he is: 

Bettring thy Ioflfemakethebad caufe woricr, 

Keuoluing this will teach thee how tocurfe* 

words are dull 3 0 quickenthcmwith thine* 
£KM.Thy vvoes will make t^em fharp 3 & pierce like mine 
‘Dut. Wby fliouldcalamity befull ofwords? ExttMa, 
Q. Windyatturniestoyourclients woes, 

Aiery iucceeders ofinteftateioyes, 


of Richard tbs 'Ibird. 

póorebreathing orators of miferie?. 

Let them haue lcope 3 though what they do impart' 

Helpe hot all,yet do they eafe the heart. 

D»t. Iffo then be not toung-tide, goc with me* 

And in the breath of bitter words 3 lets fmother 
jvly damnecTfonne, which thy two fonnes fmotherd 
I heare hts Drum, be copious in exclaimcs. 

E nterKing Richard', rmrehing with Drums 3 
and Trumfets. 

Kittjr, Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Dut- Afhe, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the'flaughters wretch 3 thatthou haft done, 
t 'gu . . Haft thou that forehead with a golden Crowne, 
Where fbould be granen, if that righc were right, * 

The flaughterof thePrince that owde that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Teil me thou villaineflaue, where are my children ? 
D/rf.Thou tode 3 thoiuode,vvhere is thy brother Clarencel 
And littleAW Plantagenet,his forinef 
Qu. \V here is kind HaSUngs, Kiuers yaughan, Graj> 
King. A flourifh Trumpets,ftrikealarum Drums/ 

Let uot the heauens heare thefè tel-tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, StrikeTfay* The trtmpni 
Eytherbe patiënt, and intreatme faire, fomd•- 

Or with the clamorousreportsof warre, 

Thus will I drownd yourexclamations ? 

Dim Art thou my fonne ? 

King. I, I thahke God ■, my Father,and your telfec 
■D«r<Thenpatiently heare my impatience* 

King. Maddam I haue a touch of your cendidon, 
Wliichcannot brooke the accent orreproofe. 

Dm. I wilbbe mild and gentle inmy ipeech. 

King. And briefe good mother for lam in haft* 

Dut. Art thou fo haftie 3 X haue ftayd for thee. 

Gód knows in anguifh, paine,and agonie. 

Ki»g. And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

_ Dar.No by theholy rood thou knowftit well, 
Thoucamft pn earth,to make the. earth my helh 
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